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On arecent bus tour of Asia, all the way to, back to his assignment in India, 
Emil got off the bus in Bangkok and refused to go any further. 

We were upset that Emil was yet again, going rouge and we had no 
practical way to stop him as we gave him an advance (upfront) towards 
the piece he was to submit later this month, in India...so, we had hoped! 
Now, Emil sees this whole affair quite differently and was again in a rather 
foul mood having traveled up from Singapore to Bangkok by an ordinary 
(no air conditioning) bus (which cost WWWGa princely sum of three 
dollars Singapore) and the trip appears to not have gone well for Emil. 
Emil rode most of the way, sandwiched in-between several farmers with 
their produce on their way to the next morning market and a pushy 
mother intending on marrying off her eldest daughter to a “Farong” 
(foreigner) and that only incited his paranoia which in turn, spurred his 
knack of bad mouthing WWWG’s Financial Guru (Charles) wise use of 
company funds. While, Charles maintained that it had been Emil’s 
suggestion and he produced hard copy to prove it. I am not getting 
involved in this! 
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Sadly, the effort was totally wasted upon the likes of me and 
if she could have understood the insider's joke here, then she 
would truly be angrier but, the reality is that rich foreigners 
do not travel third world, ordinary bus with true economic 
reasons. 

My reality was that I was being punished, I was being taught 
a valuable lesson by none other than my old bubby, Mr. 
Chuckie (WWWG's head been counter and believe me, he 
does count every single been in the bowl) and his assembled 
goonies in the WWWG Accounting Office. 

Then again, I knew that has I spoke those words last 
month...granted, I spoke out of anger and frustration of how 
cheap WWWG had become. 

I do recall even warning myself as to the ancient wisdom of 
China and yes, I should have been more careful as to long 
consider what I wished before I spoke it out loud...little 
alone put it into print! 


I need to explain the contents as to the circumstances to how 
I ended up ona very slow bus from Singapore to Bangkok. 

It seems, even now, an innocent reflection of the anger that I 
felt on the cheapness of the accommodations and especially 
to the ultra-cheap flights that Mr. Chucky was securing for 
me and, just in general, in how they thought that I could do 
my job on the ridiculously, absurd, advance funds they have 
been supplying with. 

Out of sheer frustration, | mumbled and miss-spoke myself, I 
said something to the effect of “why not just send me by 
bus!” 

I never expected that Seine would take that literally and it 
was even further removed from my predetermined thoughts 
of what I was saying, that Seine would grasp at it with gusto 
and truly, believe that it was a fantastic storyline...’Emil to 
India by Bus!” 


Of course, it didn't register with me at first and didn't truly 
sink in until the WWWG staff goonies dropped me off at the 
local bus station with a one-way ticket to Bangkok and then a 
series of other tickets extending my travels overland, all the 
way to the Indian Frontier. 

At the frontier, I would be met by an old friend of Seine’s 
from back in the colonial days and he would ferry me to the 
actual assignment. 

I was waiting for the punchline or the “gotcha!” to fall and in 
the end they would take me back to the airport after scaring 
me Straight, forever remindful as that there is always 
something worse. 

It didn't come! 

I said to myself, they will be waiting for me at the first stop 
(which turns out to be about 15 feet from the station where 
we Started) and then, I swore that I would find forgiveness in 
my heart even for Mister Chuckie! 

The first stop and nothing! 


By then, edge of town, I realized that they were going to let this 
joke play out to its conclusion. 

It was now time to pony up and try to make the best of this 
dreadful situation. Luck for me, I got on the bus at the first stop 
and was quickly able to secure my seat near a window away 
from the constant bumping of the tires again the worn out 
shocks that makes it feel like you are being towed behind a 
fantail boat in high seas - more or less about center point on the 
bus seemed a place for a more peaceful trip. 

This seemed to make logical sense at the time, but, as the bus 
quickly filled up, as the miles and hours dragged on, it became 
radically clear that I had made a terrible mistake in my seat 
selection. 

While, indeed, the ride was gentler and less bumpy, there was as 
time wore on and as bathroom stops were painfully short and 
were even, less frequent; it became clear that climbing up over 
and around the standing room, the totally packed bus would 
(and did) left me with precious little time to use the bathroom. 


Then worse yet, was my efforts in trying to return to and even once, 
to regain my seat from an “Angry Aunty” turned into a near United 
Nations’ Security Council Debate with me on the near losing side of 
this argument until the fellow who had been sitting in the adjoining 
seat decided that he would rather some foreign devil sitting next to 
him instead of this loud, “Angry Aunty.’ 

Thank you! 

Thank you very much, kind sir! 

As acourtesy to my long time readers, here is a travel tip that you can 
see, it did cost me dearly to learn and it is, to always tip the guy, in the 
next seat, to hold your seat and to watch all of your belongs (which 
have a tendency to disappear into the bowls of the crowded bus) but, 
don't be cheap...how much are your belongs worth and how much 
would be pay not having to stand for the remaining twenty hours? 

Be generous and you will be rewarded by excellent service and 
experience the opportunity to linger in the bathroom for an extra 
moment or two because you have then full security of a reserved seat. 


A further tip to help the process, you can always set a schedule 
where you will watch his belongs, rotate every other stop. 
After the drama of music chairs, seat wars and the grail search of 
a bathroom in the southern leg of the odyssey toward the City of 
Angles (Bangkok). 
That is a valuable thought dear readers! 
There are much to compare Los Angles and Bangkok together, 
both are extremely large cities with a great mixture of people 
from around the world. The is a similar mythology as to each 
city’s founding and both exert the same type of passionate allure 
of being ground center, a land of opportunity...a bright beckon to 
all those looking to turn their fortunes around or to get a new, 
fresh start...a make over...all applications are accepted... 
Dianna Warrick could have been singing of either city...in her 
classic “Do you know the way to San Jose?” 
“Put a hundred down, buy a car 
In a week maybe, two 
They will make you a star!” 


In the same way, both were a bogus fraud! 

In the same way, both lied to you and most will not fine 
opportunities but, will become destitute and left in the city 
gutter, broken, beaten and bloody by a city that has no heart, 
that sold its soul up on the high alter of technology, instant fame 
and mostly, where the few reap all the rewards and the rest of us 
are damned to shop work or waitering. 


“Do you (really) know the way to San Jose?” 


The song does tell you a true story on how the cities of the 
angels will defeat you, steal your soul and you will be left with 
nothing else to do but, to pine away for those old times, back on 
the homestead but, like the song, passage back is next to 
impossible because you have been changed by the city and even 
if you returned you would return as an outsider and as a relic of 
what they once knew you as. 

Such positive vibes! 


What else am I to do...there is another 15 hours across the 
wilderness to each the outskirts to the golden city. 

If I could only communicate better...if 1 could only reach out and 
grab their attention and maybe, to reach their souls; I could turn 
these pilgrims back before it was too late! 

Stand with flaming sword, guarding the gates to this Eden of 
Capitalism...all gone utterly mad. 

But, I was not inclined to do such especially after the great battle 
of seats... 

In fact, I now say, go ahead and let them learn as the rest of us 
did...who am I to save their economic souls and in the end they 
would only hate me for it. 

So, let it be! 

Maybe, a few hours of sleep would do me better than trying to 
save the world! 

Other than the Angry Aunty, the one with all of the daughters 
needing to get married, droning on and on with what I must 
assume, were stories of her daughters, their family heritages 


and how they did not seem to lack for suiters but, all were 
equally poor farm boys with little land or future to offer the 
quality of her numerous daughters, the rest of the passage went 
on with only minor complications like the driver falling asleep at 
the wheel and dooming us to all eternity, in having to listen to 
this angry auntie’s sales pitch “buy one...buy two...discount offer 
to you only. YES! ...all for you, mister evil running dog foreigner!” 
After, this grand adventure, I decided and with total glee I tossed 
my remaining normal bus tickets in the nearest refuge can and 
made the collective choice that I would instead use my project 
advance money to step up a base camp here and make a try, here 
in this city of Angles, to see if I could be one of the few, to be one 
of the most lucky...enough to be one of those that will be 
selected, to be chosen to be a star...twinkle...twinkle...star! 

Well now, two weeks already into this work-in-progress, this 
waywardly going wrong experiment, I have come to my senses 
that I have never truly what they would call “Lucky!” 

Never! 


Never has luck been in the cards for me and I do know who is to 
actually blame...I’ve got a name, a number and even, video! 

I blame my low-rent, greyhound bus riding guardian angel who, 
she has yet offered me more than mere crumbs off de master’s 
table, who rides into town at the very last moment and does 
only enough to keep my nose slightly above water and me 
afloat... then, waves as she gets on the greyhound and returns to 
Tulsa. 

I am still looking for others to join me in a class-action suit to 
right all the ages of maleficence and sub-prime wish granting... 
Yes! Indeed! 

As we are heading into the 3™ week of my grand social 
experiment and with the last of my limited funds, all of my 
remaining Baht are fading faster than ice cream on a hot, 
summer sidewalk, here in Bangkok; I have assembled this new 
collection that I hope will please you and keep you on my side as 
I try to re-negotiate my passage on to India. 
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of us, the forgotten pee-ons who don't have a hundred bucks to 
buy a car! 

Do you (really) know the way to San Jose? 

I've been away, for quite some time... 


EDITOR NOTE: This book was going to be a Series of famous 
Wats (Temples) that I have been to here in Thailand but, the 
weather it is like hot! (Not ordinary hot but, rather the kind of 
hotthat you____...I'II have you insert your own, favorite 
punchline here) and the first was to be Wat Po (in Bangkok) but, 
in the end...there were not enough photos. 

So, instead, this morphed into a more general book... 

Come this fall and if I can get the funds, I would like to chronicle 
all the temples - as many are disappearing as quickly as the old 
churches are in Ecuador (yet another untold trip adventure). 


ON THE ROAD TO FIND OUT! 

In-between pitch battles for a seat on the bus 
with nagging, shrill voiced, Angry Aunties, 
random farmers whispering to the caged 
chickens over their need to announce the 
arrival of the sunrise at 2 A.M. in the morning 
and the uncomfortable sensation of being 
awoke to find the bus spinning first to the left 
and then to the right after making what 
seemed (to my stomach) a full-nelson, 
headlock turn while traveling 80 mph due to 
our driver falling asleep at the wheel ona 
long downhill through some mountain pass 
leading to the central plains of the low lands; 
I came to realize that long bus trips give youa 
lot of time to think, to ponder and maybe 
come to some kind of understanding with the 
inner you...it can be enlightening, it can 


purge your soul or it can become endless 
hours of self-doubt, puzzlement and sheer 
wonder on where (actually) in your life did it 
all go wrong, at what point in time that life 
went like totally sideways on you or to get 
stuck in some deep meditate upon what a 
loser you must really be to be riding an 
ordinary bus for a grand total of 26 hours - 
especially at my advanced age. 

While a 26 hour review of my life, regardless 
of how long it has been, is way too much time 
and you know that time is the devil’s play tool 
or at least, that’s how I remember the Jesuits 
teaching me when I was young. Idle time just 
like idle hands leads to much mischief, an 
occasional regret and always the real need to 
ask for forgiveness - as forgiveness is always 
much easier to get than is any attempt to seek 


and receive permission (yet another thing 
that I learned from the Jesuit Brothers before 
even they washed their hands of me and they 
rudely told me to “go bother Satan fora 
while!”). 

It’s true! 

It really is! 

Just stop and think about the French and then 
the Russian Revolutions...where they started 
by the poor, hardworking serfs who rose up in 
mass, in rebellion? Not? 

Neither revolution was started by the poor 
serfs, the sharecroppers and the rest of us 
field monkeys as we much too busy trying to 
survive to the end of the work day, just trying 
to get through one endless day of 
unsuccessful labor that, in the end, blurred 
into what became a lifetime of slavery to one 


economic master or yet, another (as you 
were often traded between the masters as 
you and me would trade baseball cards). 

The reality was that it was the youth, the 
very children of the rich, the children of the 
nation’s masters who had so much idle time 
on their hands that they became bored of 
just sitting around, they wanted to rebel 
against their parents...to be their own 
person but were so unused to actual work or 
labor that they started a damn revolution 
instead...of course they then, recruited us to 
be their foot soldiers, their instrument of 
punishment to their parents because they 
quickly saw that when we (the common 
folks) are raised up, organized and focused, 
we represent great power but with this great 
power comes the problem of how to direct it 


once it is in motion. 

This raw people power is terribly hard to 
control once set in motion and it can so surly, 
so quickly, ina mere blink of an eye, things 
just get out-of-hand and things go terrible 
wrong and sideways, like in the French and 
Russian Revolutions. 

America had its taste of people power in the 
1960's but, the power elite had learned from 
previous revolutions and they utilized the 
easiest, the quickest way to stop a revolution, 
which is to buy off the revolution’s leaders. 
That is what the power masters did in 
America at the end of the 1960s and as the 
leaders of the revolution drove off to their 
new jobs on Wall Street, in spanking, brand 
new Cadillacs ...with that brand new, that 
showroom fresh smell... 


I still swear I could smell it as they zoomed 
pass us, their street soldiers, leaving us to get 
our heads busted, to be carted off to jail or 
exiled in Canada - who after a short period of 
time, kindly told us to think about going 
home or to be seriously consider the 
immediate need to be moving on. 

As I said, I stopped this process of self- 
evaluation and review long before we 
reached the 26 hour mark. 

It was either, I would have to ponder the lives 
of my fellow travelers and being the helpful 
kind of guy that I have always been... 

I immediately realized that this was going to 
be troublesome due to my lack of mastery of 
my travel mates native tongue; or that I 
would need to pay more attention to the 
Angry Auntie and her continued saga of her 


plight to secure a proper marriage and I was 
indeed, trying my best avoiding her constant 
questioning as to my current marriageable 
Status. 

In the end, I turned around and asked the 
farmer as to what he talked to his chickens 
about? That seemed to be the most 
interesting thing going on after darkness 
descended and blanketed us in a deep mist of 
utter darkness wiping out the gee-whiz of the 
passing scenery. 

It was rather remarkable, the idea of being 
able to actual communicate with animals 
ala...Doctor Doolittle and I would never have 
imagined that chickens had that much to say 
and it took me off guard by the fact that the 
farmer was indeed a regionally respected 
chicken whisper...like a dog, horse or pony. 
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(not my little ponies though!) whispers, he 
talked to them but, what was amazing is that 
they seemed to be answering him and they 
were in the middle of an extensive and quite 
animated discussion when I interrupted. 
They (the chickens) took obvious and instant 
offence to my nosing into their private 
conversation or so the chicken whisper 
advised me...I was taken back by how 
unfriendly this group of KFC Rejects 
were...somehow, I felt utterly and deeply 
offended by this overt rejection by this 
assembled gathering of chickendom... 

So, I turned back only to find that the Angry 
Auntie had not missed a beat or dropped a 
single line while her story continued to 
review the unsuitableness of her daughters 
Suiters or bows. 
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Finally, at about daughter number four...I fell 
into a deep sleep only to be awaken first by 
the chickens loudly announcing the arrival of 
the dawn but, only five hours too early - at 
first I thought that their internal clock must 
be out-of-whack due to the bus trip but, then 
I remembered how they got upset at me 
interrupting their previous conversation and 
I started to wonder if they had done that on 
purpose, they waited until I was asleep and 
they had openly conspired to teach me a 
lesson of proper manner. 

I looked back at them and it might have been 
the lighting in the bus but, it looked to me, 
were they? They were all smiling at me. 
Those no good slugs!!! 

If I had the money to spare, I would buy them 
from the chicken whisper and give them 
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away to the first KFC that we passed. 

Can we say...Chicken Nuggets? 

But, I didn’t have the funds, so instead, I 
sulked on-and-off about the insulting slight at 
the hands of some upcountry chickens...not 
even a rooster - what does that say for my 
self-professed, my macho image? 

For quite a while, I was left to mull all this 
over in my tired mind before falling back to 
into a deep, somewhat restful, sleep and then, 
the driver fell asleep on that long, twisting 
downhill out of the mountains. 

It was then, that I realized that I had wasted 
way too much of my life and also, made a 
mental note to never, not ever again, take 
another long bus trip. 
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FRIENDS...FELLOW BANDIDOES...BAMBINOS! 
The compilation of the history of this journey, was a 
serious matter and I was counseled on numerous 
occasions that even the mere telling of this grand 
adventure of my open revolt should not be entered 
upon rashly...without thought to my long term financial 
well-being and health. 
Before undertaking this present work, I deliberated for 
twenty-nine or so seconds before I cast off my third- 
class tickets upon arrival in Bangkok and fell into open 
rebellion with my evil, corporate masters and then, 
having consulted the best legal advice available to me 
at WEB.LAW.ORG as well as medical authorities (well 
the nice young lady at the pharmacy counter in the 
local Boots Pharmacy), I realized that the task that | 
have entered upon is fraught with fear, anger but, 
enabled by the sheer number of medications that the 


lovely lady at Boots had sold me, I decided to press on. 

I hired a vacant room over on what the hippies, from way 
back in my youthful, backpacking days use to call Nassau 
Street, and fenced it in, barricading the front door from 
the a near future fraught with the violent drama of 
landlords aided by local constables, all in waiting, all 
banging way, beating upon my room’s door with wild 
shouts and demands for my weekly rent and the likes. 
Alone but, equally surrounded by the paraphernalia of 
literature and art (I still have my IPad 2 and the coffee 
house on the ground floor has free WI-FI), I went to work 
with pen and pencil to jot down the leading incidents of 
my revolutionary struggle but due to the power of the 
massive amounts of purchased pharmaceutical 
medications, a somewhat defective memory and the 
constant threat to legal action has drove me from the 
village square and left me, here in my huddled refuge, to 
compose this current edition instead. 


The illustrations here have been my chief care, though I 
am sure that the WWWG letter-press will be found 
equally reliable...unless mister Chucky has convinced 
Seine to save money by selling the press and hiring his 
nephew’s sweat shop workers to hand write each 
volume... 

If | had a proper lawyer or if I had been able to have 
joined the Black Panthers back on the bitter day in 
Oakland, I would have been, more so, in a position to 
challenge this open violation of human rights. 

Of course, I still bitterly complained and even staged a 
sit-in at the Starbucks across the street from the WWWG 
Business Offices...that seemed to go so swimmingly and I 
was even able to stare down that evil swill of a devil, the 
accountant from hell, Mister Chuck as he approached the 
door at Starbucks and later, over the coming day, his 
minions that were sent to fetch his mid-morning coffee as 
q it seems that he truly feared the righteousness of my 


cause and hopefully, the evils of his accounting ways! 
Well it was all rainbows, I had some lollypops but the sun 
was shining very hot by mid-morning and my protest was 
well into its second day, until I asked to use the 
establishment's bathroom and then after a long and futile 
conversation with the store’s manager, which focused 
(too much! think on this technicality) on the fact that I 
had been here two days and haven't yet ordered any 
coffee and then after, I made a few comments regarding 
my defiance, my overt refusal to evacuate my protest...to 
leave the store, that was when this evil manager decided 
to call the police - who arrived with long bamboo canes 
not unlike the ones that the police used in India to 
encourage you to listen a little closer to their request; and 
so I moved on without future struggle as I didn’t have the 
permit that the local police noted that I needed. 

I know that you ask, 

“What kind of wimpy, frack of a revolutionary are you?” 


Well, my fellow campers! 

You have not been whacked by one of these bamboo 
canes...have you? 

Until you have and I have (on numerous separate 
occasions) been a subject of a swinging cane...or an iron- 
weighted baton over there in the Americas. 

It really does hurts! 

As a wise mentor of mine, a very well educated lady but 
who was extremely wise in the way(s) of street smarts, 
She tried to teach me the “Secrets of the Ninja.” 

I remember her asking me if I knew the “Secrets of the 
Ninja’. 

It was a time that I was bitterly cursing her for walking 
away from a similar confrontation and then, she turned 
around, stood her ground, looked me dead in the 
eyes...she didn’t blink and she then continued without a 
pause or a stutter as she decided to give me a life lesson 
that she hoped that I would never forget. 


I haven't! 

She laid into me with her powerful, George Forman right- 
hand and then followed that up with an equally strong 
left that landed directly under my check in a perfect 
example of a prizefighter’s undercut combo, it was like 
the sledge hammer of Thor had just smacked me upside 
my head at the speed of thunder. 

The pain was so quick and the strike so sudden...I had 
little time to register the pain that was working its way 
slowly to my brain, I crumbled directly to the ground 
without even the faintest protest or any effort to retaliate. 
I thoughtat first strike, I just knew that I was dead. The 
pain was intense and | think (I still say) that it left a scar. 
It took more than a few minutes to upright myself off the 
hot sidewalks of Oakland - just down the street from the 
court house where we had unsuccessfully attempted to 
join the Black Panther’s Party and stand there in unity in 
their protest of the racist man. 


That was a bitter day, all the way around, as who would 
assume that the Black Panthers would be restricted, and 
an exclusive club? 

I had never thought or really considered that you needed 
to be black to join and even then, I saw this as a great 
opportunity to utilize all of my Dale Carnegie Training 
Classes about turning a “NO” into a “MAYBE’ and finally 
resolving the issue to a “YES.” 

So, “NO!” no matter how loudly it was echoing in my ears 
was not the correct answer that I was seeking and old 
Dale would have been proud at how well I had learned 
his system as I started to turn this “NO!” intoa 
“Yes...come stand on the court house steps with us!” 

I thought that I had the perfect plan, I had fully 
developed a solid work around over what I had decided 
was such a minor point of being colored pale, and I 
asking them to consider me as a token. 


I made a brilliant case for having pale people join the 
party but, it fell mostly on deaf ears and the clinching of 
some very massive fists. 

It was when one of the more irate Panthers suggested 
that I would make a good mascot...that was when my 
mentor suggested that we consider moving along. 

What was the “Secrets of the Ninjas?” 

The way my mentor, as she explained to me in her effort 
to illustrate to me as to why she had walked away from 
what was turning into a police action against the crowds 
that had gathered to support the Black Panthers there, 
that day in Oakland. 

Still in pain and my head feeling like she had used it as a 
pogo-stick, I meagerly answered “I don’t know?” 

She explained to me that a Ninja picks their battles. 
They only pick a battle that they know that they can win. 
This seems to be rather reasonably right to me as that 
many a Ninjas lives to ripe old age and were usually in 


surprisingly good health for men of that age. 
{WARNING: A NO SEGWAY ZONE APPROACHING} 
It was my original plan to flavor these pages with a spice 
of romance, but after a prolonged altercation with Seine 
over Singapore’s rather restrictive social media laws, we 
decided to adhere strictly to facts. 
If the reader should happen to detect any slight 
anachronism in this work, or has reason to suspect that 
the unities have been lost sight of in a single instance, he 
will please notify WWWGas early as possible. 
When it first became noised to WWWG that I was actively 
contemplating bringing out an illustrated history of my 
open act of defiance to the evil swill that I believe are the 
evil minions that surround Seine...especially, my old 
bubby...evil incarnate himself, Mister Chucky; I was 
deluged with telexes from a host of well-disposed 
persons, such as my numerous, bill collectors and their 
skip tracing hounds offering to “write up” to my pictures. 


But the public (my four or five patrons who consistently 
buy my books...Thank You!) was not to be trifled with, so 
I resolved to put my shoulder to the literary as well as the 
artistic wheel, as it were, and I flatter myself that I have 
demonstrated in these pages that truth is more of a 
stranger than fiction...that even I can write in English... 
Although, in the end...I remembered my mentor’s 
training and I knew that this was yet another lost cause 
not worthy of the coming battle...boot heels to the 
pavement! 

So, I let it be! 

Beating yet another tactical retreat from my 
revolutionary status accompanied by my blaring Beatles 
Soundtrack, 

“Let it be...Let it be...seeking words of wisdom...Let it be! 

I gave in and comprised by producing yet, another 
volume of pretty pictures and weird conversations. 
COME THE REVOLUTION! 

- Emil 


UP TO THE CAMBODIAN JUNGLE...FRONTIER 

BY EMIL 

Taken in...French Indo China & Siam 1940... leaving Bangkok and 
across Siam to the jungles of the old Khmer Empire in what is now 
French Indo-China... 


DEAR MINNIE, 


It would be polite for me to write you, Minnie and say that the 
last few years out in here in the Far East have taken a toll and it 
has been difficult to write...which is... actually it would not be 
the truth and if nothing else, we have always been about the 
truth and no matter the emotional cost or the drama that laid 
such waste to our relationship and always so descended into the 
havoc that it created in our lives; we have always held to the 
truth would (and has) always make us free. 

Claudie and I have parted our business interests that we have 
been conduction here in Siam. 


We had a good run of it, ever since we left on one of the last 
lorries out of that poor, doomed city of Nanking...we surely had 
old lady luck with us on that day and was she with those two, 
white Russian gals that were tagging along with us? Don’t Know? 
We were swiftly chased all the way down to the Burmese 
Frontier by a rather nasty, little Jap Officer that we had so 
politely accosted on our way out of Nanking and once we had his 
Samurai sword... 

You know, he became rather humble and downright polite...in 
fact, he insisted that we take his staff car and his provisions. 
Anyway, that is a different story for better times... 

I remember those better times in Paris, after we survived the 
killing fields of the northern trenches and we settle in to the 
erottos of central Paris... 

How is you uncle? 

Have they released him yet? 

Hopefully, they will never discover how much the Germans had 
paid him...you know, I would have never figured him a spy... 


Who would have known? 

Nice guy! 

Anywyy... 

Claudie and I officially decided to part ways as war continues to 
loom and feaster up on the horizon of the frontiers here in Asia 
and we had a long talk about what to do. 

Seems that our business has just recently been faced with a 
slight setback and (depending upon how you looked at it and to 
whom you talked to) seems to have actually... 

Well, it does now seem that it might have been a tad illegal. 

We had always thought that since we only targeted the expats 
(the Siamese refer to them as “farongs” which translates into 
“dogs’) and since the local powers-to-be (with our rather sizable 
donations to their “Tea” Money funds) seemed to care less... 

But, then there was this lady... know that you always said that 
every sad, twisted tale that Claudie and I share starts with “there 
was this lady...’ 


Fr 
gg yp ame 


ee 
KS ——— 
— PNG V7 (aS : 


Seems that she had a connection with some dandy dude from 
the English Embassy who started making noise, then the local 
police started snooping in our business dealings here in 
Bangkok. 

That dandy dude...he went to over to some government minister 
and the rest of the story is that we need to get out of town until 
the heat settles down or until...I believe...the Japs show up at the 
city gates. 

Claudie said that we should go to Singapore because it is a 
fortress that the japs would never dare attack and we would be 
safe there and we could set out the conflict as it sweeps through 
all of Asia. 

He was dead set on that and you know how stubborn he can get. 
So, he took the Asian Express Train down to Singapore last night. 
Seems strange to be footloose and fancy free but, the local 
police official stopped by the bar this evening to inquire why 
Claudie had left but, I was still here. 

Nice chap he was and after some conversation I discovered that 


he had grown up in the Catholic Orphanage and had been 
educated by the Jesuits...a man after my own cloth...we sat fora 
while to share a story or two about the penguins (nuns...the 
brides of Christ) and because we share so much similar 
upbringing, he decided to let me go. 

Seems that he had orders to arrest me but, instead, he strongly 
encouraged me to out of town within the next 48 hours. 

I thanked him for his courtesy and kindness... 

You know what? 

He was deeply offended when I tried to give him the tea money 
that such happy occasions...this is usually a standard 
requirement...a good faith effort on your part...pay-to-play! 
Good kid... worry about what the future holds for sucha 
straight up young man... 

Went down to the bus station and booked a bus over to the 
frontier this morning as I was in no really hurry to get anywhere 
accept out of Bangkok...as I am sure that this young captain will 
not be as nice if he sees me again. 


Going to leave on this evening’s bus to the French Indo-China 
Border in what were the ancient homelands of the Khmer 
Empire. 

What I had argued to Claudie was that the opportunities were 
rampant over there since the Colonials had their noses bruised 
last year by the Siamese Army (with silent funding and more 
than a little logistic support from the English - you know they 
were always lusting to make French Indo-China a part of the Raj 
and have a direct land bridge around the Siamese to the Pacific) 
and the Colonials have lost all of their fertile farmland to the 
west of the Mekong River. 

We have reports that have filtered back from the region to say 
that everything civilized...any sense of order has gone to pot... 
Hell! 

One expat told me the other night that it was like the old, 
American Wild West as all authority beyond just local authority 
had been busted beyond repair in the local purges after the war 
and there was a giant vacuum of no real authority... 


that any enterprising western bloke could exploit and lay claim 
to the vast fortunes that lay untouched and buried out in the 
ancient jungles of Cambodia. 

You know me? 

Lost cities and buried treasures and a land were one could still 
live off the land and on their own wits while making a small 
fortune (or two). 

Just think! No dandy dudes or even nice police captains to tell 
you to leave town. 

This was what I was trying to get through to Claudie with. 

I told him that we should go to Indo-China. 

Hope he is happy in Singapore. 

He will more than likely write to you that I had gone crazy and 
had fled off into the dark, deepest jungles of Asia. 

Well, this is my side of the story and I figure that I still hold that 
French Passport that your kind, uncle had procured for me 
before he went to jail. 

I am figuring that if this whole war thing goes sideways, 


I can always to use the passport to get transit back home to you 
and Paris. 

As always, I deeply miss and long to be with you and I even 
thought, I know your feelings for Claudie...that doesn’t change 
what we had /have... 

I have done my best to keep him well and in one piece, which 
has not always been so easy and after having saved his butt 
more than once fleeing Nanking it is sad that he would feel a 
need to go it alone and that kind of hurts as he has been the only 
brother (next to your cousin, Seine) that I have ever known. 
Minnie...until I see you again... 

I hold you deep in my heart and long to afford to return (with 
the monetary means) and we can spend the rest of our life 
together...you and me...or is it proper to say me and you? 

I must close out this post as the hour of my departure has 
arrived but, I will leave this at the hotel's front desk to post for 
me and I do so hope that you will receive it in due 
course...Always remember me and that night along the Siene... 


I still can envision the image of you bathed by the 
soft glow from the light of that cold autumn, harvest 
moon. 

If you hear from Claudie... 

If he needs help; he can inquire as to my 
whereabouts up ina place called Angkor Wat...that 
is in the Cambodian Section of Indo-China... 

He will know how to find me. 

Just think... 

Think about it, 

Minnie! 

Lost cities and buried treasure ripe for picking! 
Maybe, by next year I will be home with a fortune of 
Khmer Gold in tow. 

Until then! 

Ado! 

My long lost love! 
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Seine and the Lost Temple 
In the Jungles of French Indo-China 1954! 


“THE SECRET OF THE HERMIT’S CAVE” 


Our mission was simple. 

Find the hermit’s cave and retrieve the holly relic of the 
Forest Buddha for some very rich patron down in the capital. 
The money was good and Seine had convinced us that this 
would be a stroll out in the woods with a payday (at the end) 
that would keep us drinking beer for almost a year... 

I believe he said. 

From the start, the adventure had become more than a little 
complicated by the long ride north in the back of a worn, old 
Japanese transport truck left over from the war. 

The ride was long, the road dusty and the stops were too far 
in between and few in number. 


The whiskey that Seine had wisely included in our equipment 
requests to his rich patron fought off the winter’s chill that hung 
in the air as we ventured further into the great northern teak 
forest. 

Then just north of Shuruppak, all of the modern roads abruptly 
ended and without any further warning from Seine, we were left 
to continue by foot as our advancement drove us still deeper 
into the forest up past the foothills on paths that seemed to be 
designed for mountain goats. 

Given the nature of our mission, we all agreed with Seine that we 
needed to bypass the nearby villages and move quietly without 
the customary complement of porters and guide. 

Seine said that we didn’t need a guide because he knew the 
location as to where we were to acquire our merchandise and as 
long as we had him with us, we were good to go...the hidden 
message was very Clear as to any of us who might see an 
Opportunity to practice a little free market entrepreneurship. 


After another two days of endless, force march, we were closing 
in on the base of the misty mountains and the ancient teak forest 
towered high above our heads and filtered out much of the day’s 
sunlight making each step a thought of consideration as we 
stumbled through the twilight light of the forest. 

Tramping out through the forests like a group of children 
playing explorer, we stumbled upon an early winter trickle of 
water that flowed down from the misty cliffs of the endless teak 
forest to the north of Shuruppak. 

These were, still, in the days when tigers still roamed wild 
amongst the high teak canopy and Seine whispered over to us 
that we had to tread very carefully and quietly past such 
watering holes as this stream. 

Seine had walked by the entrance to the hermit's cave several 
times as its entrance was well hidden by the surrounding 
boulders and rocks that seemed to defy any logical reasoning as 
to how they had come to be here amongst the trees. 


Maybe they were deposited by the giants that were rumoured to 
have occupied this part of the forest. 

“,.Wild tales and without any basis...” 

Seine told us as we looked at the boulders and then at him. 

I understand that these were stories told to keep the local 
people out of this part of the forest. Looking around, I was more 
truly concerned that we might come upon rouge Japanese 
Soldiers who either did not know that war was over or (worse) 
refused to dishonor his family or the Emperor and had decided 
to fight on. 

Over in the Pacific Islands, there were several news stories every 
year where they found pockets of cut off Japanese Troops still 
ready to fight to the death for an honour already long forgotten 
and given up. 

The hair on my neck stood up as we approached the hermit’s 
cave. 

Seine reassured that he had been here last year and the hermit 
and/or any remaining Japanese Soldiers were long gone. 


“No problem here...’ 

Seine forgot to tell us that there had been previous expeditions 
to this hermit’s cave including the one in 1943. 

That was led by a group of seasoned soldiers of fortune and 
their Japanese Patrons and now, Seine seems fit to tell us that 
they never came back...nota one of them... 

Seine dismissed this to the war and how everything was fluid 
and how authority was in the process of breaking down. 

Seine’s lack of straight forwardness with real information about 
this adventure (that I was now starting to view as something 
that he deliberately conned us into come on) was starting to rub 
me wrong. 

Seine, I love him like a brother but, this was almost too much to 
forgive as it seemed that with every new corner (peel of the 
onion) we were presented with a whole new edition of what was 
going to be a walk in the woods. 

The Hermit’s cave was just that. 
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It was Spartan at best and its barrenness did seem to 
support Seine’s contention that the Hermit was long dead 
and there was not any signs that the Japanese Team had ever 
reached this far. 

Therefore, maybe we were good to go but there (neither) 
seemed to be any sign of the Holy Relic that Seine had 
promise. 

It was starting to look like a bust and that the whole 
expedition was for not, when Seine winked and walked 
deeper into the cave. 

Hidden under a dusty tarp was the relic and there we go! 
Abandoning Seine’s warning about being quiet, we all let out 
a big whoop and we were patting each other on the shoulder 
when at the entrance of the cave, there was a growl and we 
shut up just as quickly as we had started. 

Then we all looked to Seine! 


ON THE ROAD AT THE ROOSTER TEMPLE... 


If I recall correctly, we were celebrating the year of the 
rooster and I found myself at an upcountry 
(ok...suburbs) temple dedicated to or had something to 
do with roosters... 

Sorry! 

Our guide ditched us long before we could discover or 
even to think as to why there were (like a million) 
rooster statues and life size Kung Foo Warriors 
surrounding the main temples. 

The above picture is from inside the temple that is built 
within a giant banyan tree and since there was a kid with 
an I-Pad filming...] had no reserves about getting out the 
handy, fisheye lens to get this shot. 

Just as I started taking picture, our tour guide was back 
and babbling something about that tourist trap...the 
Floating Market... 
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“We got to go! No time to take pictures...’ 

He repeat a hundred times, hounding me, scolding remarks 
with a request to get back in the car and let’s go to the 
Floating Market. 

SOrry... 

No disrespect to the merchants, touts nor to the awaiting sea 
of awaiting gigolos or their hawker second cousins... 

Hey...I truly understand that everyone needs to make a 
living...I get it, I truly understand that there is a new, stupid 
and greedy tourist born every tour bus (who thinks that they 
did just boughta real relic from Angkor)...Hey! I grew up in 
Florida! 

Man...I get it! 

I would have rather spent the time marshaling the roosters 
to action and maybe they would fall upon all of those rude 
tourists that went out of their way to ruined my every 
shot...just like that little punk with the I-Pad...ruined every 
shot...he would be there...getting in every shot, him with that 


The roosters conspired through him to ruin all of my 
fake vintage shots and force me over to the rooster- 
owned (I assume) gift shop...but, the joke was on 
them...it’s called a close-up lens... 

But, that was all done and I had time as we speeded over 
to the Floating Market and I festered, pouted and finally 
muse over the fact that I did get some good shots of that 
kid taking pictures with his monster of an I-Pad... 

KID! Get a real camera! 

I have never been a fan of the Floating Market, too 
crowded with fat and drunk German Tourists getting 
ripped off by some lady-boy that they had been flirting 
with for the past twenty minutes. 

Actually...that was fun to watch...the German was so 
smitten by the lady-boy and you could see from the 
manner of his aggressive, polka two-step (I have been 
told that it is a ritual German mating dance) as he 


hovered and circled in on the poor lady-boy and neither 
had the slightest clue as to how tragic of an ending was 
in store for them as the German waved yet another 
handful of American Express Traveler Checks in the air 
and then proceeded to press in even closer. 

I decided to leave before they reached the end of their 
dance of “relic buying” at the Floating Market. 

It is hard to find a quit place in the market and 
dangerous to retrace my steps as each merchant 
remembers, distinctly, all of my bad manners from my 
original sweep forward and now that I was winded, 
battered and panicked into a full retreat much in the way 
the Germans fled Stalingrad and the Ukraine or 
Napoleon’s disastrous retreat from Moscow. 

Each of the Floating Market’s merchants and vendors 
understood a simple truth that the only thing worse than 
a rude tourist was a poor tourist... 


“No money? Time you go home!” 

I heard that refrain more than once but, I pushed on toa 
secret garden or retrace my steps back to the stadium 
sized parking lot... 

By chance, out of being lost or distraught by my routing 
and the fast panic of my withdrew from the hum of the 
Tourist Capitalism gone mad; I crossed over a narrow and 
wobbly foot bridge to the other side of the black water 
channel without any thought to where I was going or as to 
where it led. 

Although, I had traveled only a few, mere yards...if 
that...but, I had been transported to a different universe, a 
time so far removed and almost ancient but, it was just the 
other side of the channel. 

I found myself over on the old side of the market, the 
original Floating Market that had existed from center stage 
when the greedy, Bangkok carpetbaggers set up shop on 
the other side of the channel...the side closest to the road. 


I was taken aback by the quiet, friendliness of this side of 
the market and how I could stand still and yet travel back 
fifty... 

NO...maybe, a hundred years or a billion light years away 
from the drunken, dancing Germans and their lady-boys 
merchants. 

I was invited to sit down and share a coke with several of 
the merchants. We had an interesting conversation that I 
wished that I could have recorded about how they were 
like the small American town that was bypassed by the 
new interstate highway...It was a sad tale, it was 
sometimes really funny (tragedy always becomes humorist 
with age and time) but always there was in a bitter side - a 
still raw nerve that had not faded and could still boil to the 
surface once you abandoned the middle path and let 
money sweep into the conversation. 

One vendor gracelessly, invited me back to her shop not to 
buy her goods but, she wanted to show me pictures of 
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the original market, back in its hay day. 

You could see that the place hadn't changed, granted it was 
somewhat older, less up kept and a lot less crowded. 
Seems that only one of a thousand of the tourists on the 
other bank would ever find the foot bridge and even fewer 
would have the nerve to venture across it or would be 
turned back by their travel guide (on the take...it true... 
Hey...I get it...they need to earn a living and these tourist 
louts will be back in Frankfurt next week anyway...) 

Back at the vendor’s shop, I almost forced her to sell me 
something because in my western mind sense of right and 
wrong, I had a missionary calling to assist and support the 
downtrodden and it seemed (at the moment) to be the 
proper... 

NO...the just think to do. 

Later, I realized, yet again...what was I thinking? 

How many times must I be schooled in the truth of the fact 
that you can’t use your own culture’s values to live out 


in or with the rest of the world? 

I was sad because I felt that I had betrayed this kind 
vendor's courtesy and had so cheapened it by bringing 
money and business into an invitation made out of 
friendship and kindness. 

See without thinking or reasoned thought, how quickly good 
turns into crude and everything that meant as good goes 
sideway and so quickly spirals out of control...much as | 
assume that the drunken German will discover upon his 
return to Frankfurt. 

Across the channel from the other bank, I see people 
pointing and waving me to get my backside across the foot 
bridge and back to the car... 

"No time to take picture...No time! We must be going!” 

I would like to go back and walk the wood decked 
sidewalks, stroll up along the channel or to sit and share an 
ice cream or a cold drink with my friends from the side of 
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the market bypassed (thank GOD!) by the 
Interstate Freeway... 

Only, here can you see what Thailand was once 
and to the simpler truths abandoned in order, 
in the rush to become like us. 

This is a must stop for me now days... 


WITHOUT A NEED TO GIVE IT A THOUGHT 

Between you and I the silence rose to a deafening 
crescendo; modified by some limiting adjective which 
takes it out of the realm of where I felt it to be 
objectionable, turning me into a sentimental, 
manipulating emotional cripple. 

Openingly, I gave serious thought to the emotion state 
that I stood on the verge of and drifted off, out of the 
conversation, to allow my mind, in an effort to take a few 
moments to let it catch up with the realty of the moment, 
I was in a Serious need of giving myself a time out, a 
momentary pause to sit for a brief while and to give 
myself the luxury of being able to openly wonder, to 
calculate the odds, if you could just cut out, and send me 
at least a short post card farewell? 


i, In the end, I was more anxious to hear your critique, 

‘I \ | however severe, self-mortification tends to assume more 

i and more violent forms of personal abuse when left to 

| | fester, eating away at you until it culminated in the 

strange aberrations of abstract my moral speculations, 

culminating in the rigid maxims that are necessarily 

derived from the cultivated lady who raised her sherry 
~__ glass and starts to openingly speculate towards my 

determination or rather that a virtuous woman should 


| face and overcome temptation with a genteel glee - 
' 4 which was truly a fairly rare word to use around sucha 
* lady of such scandalous time...in this current age of ME2. 
'. Iwas first taught by the Jesuits that the meaning of the 
is actual word, the action...the ugly deed...of the sin(s) of 
—! temptation...was to be the weakness of a dullard, and 
~~ then later, growing up after my schooling; that failure to 
“ 


rise to the challenge branded you to a lifetime as a social 
coward. 
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By the time, I met you, it applied to acts that involved 
any risk or rather to my ability to focus beyond the 
reasoning that this should have taught to me...that it 
should have been preparing me for... 

In any case, events have conspired against my fallback 
position of the utter misuse of much (if any) of what 
would have come about; leaving me to be consumed in 
the clear conclusion that all of my core vision(s) are 
truly clouded, seeded by, drawn by some very bad 
conclusions, all of which was brought on by our inability 
to communicate and this unfortunate series of 
miscommunication(s), leaving us, forcing us to the 
establish our own version of, to each of us to determine 
and define the very nature as to what even the 
problem(s) are/were...little alone, with such high, 
emotional barricades assembled, stack high and fortified 
in our vain efforts to protecting own opinions, how could 
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we ever expect it to be a productive means, a reasonable 
means to moderate or be used in solving them. 

It seems that were incapable, we were without serious 
doubt - now, in retrospect, it is totally understandable as 
to the whys of our inability to comprehend the mystic 
intricacies and intrigues of what would now be seen to be, 
just, it all seems to lie in the wrongness in our whole line of 
thinking; as it did not depend upon an enlightenment of 
our brains or our souls...merely, we were like an absentee, 
slum landlord, without a proper caretaker to protect our 
interests, our thought processes from such unmonitored 
and dangerous misusage. 

I had this very vision, I had my “Road to Damascus” 
moment in a lucid, such a vivid dream, out along the old 
highway, the old road that leads to desert oasis of 
Tucson...the two lane highway that snakes out into the 
high desert’s sandy, dry washes and its forest of kinder 
sagebrush...burning bushes in wait...of the thunder of God. 


It was on the very chilly, autumn day...out there, I was traveling 
along the old back highway between Florence and Tucson, and 
I was rapidly approaching the famous roadside marker that 
said that Tom Mix (famous 1920's movie cowboy) ran his 
sports car, right here at this very spot, he drove at a very high 
rate of speed for a motor car of that era...almost, a blinding 
fast record of 70mph...he soared off the two lane highway and 
smashed directly into a large cactus tree and promptly died. 

I had stopped to pay my due respects (as I always do) and it 
was at that very moment...Not so, not unlike that of Saul... 

It was just then, at that very moment, that I realized the true 
meaning(s) of the deficient rains in Ethiopia and...the Eretria 
Highlands... 

See! Did you see this clever segway coming, barreling down 
this nearly empty, desert road, souring off past you before you 
could even wink your eye towards me and only then, 
smashing me into the giant cactus tree down at the edge of the 
sharp bend on this, otherwise, empty road? 


Can you truthfully tell me, seriously, how could I, without a blink 
or a stuttered cough, did you see how I just now, I brought the 
rains in Ethiopia into, shinning its light out upon the dissolute 
entrails of this utterly, pointless discussion of Tom Mix and 
Ethiopia? Was this meant only to further confuse you? 

Maybe, I just wanted to give you a practical illustration, to 
instruct you into the complexity, the futility of dealing with me, 
the mere act of unrolling this story out though the equally 
pointless process, by attempting to make sense of the random, 
utterly confused ramblings of this old, mad man? 

Still, what does it, really, what does it really matter even with 
some proper meaning to it or, again, was I jokingly giving youa 
not so cuddled “WTF” moment, one to tell your office buddies... 
Do they still have office water coolers? 

Yet, maybe it was an aborted attempt that failed so specularly in 
its unsuccessfulness, without any redeeming value to imply and 
instruct you...its deeper meanings were seemingly lost on you? 
Right? 


Or was truthfully, a totally uncalled for and strangely unwanted, 
a faithfully chanted logo, the low, mumbled, rantings of an 
unsung prophet crying out from the wilderness of the high 
desert...just me and Tom Mix...and this damn broken sports 
car...we Saw it so clearly...there is yet time! Yee of little faith! 
What you took for a random vision deficient...much as you so 
openly mocked its warnings as being just as barren and 
tiresome to your ESPN-laced thoughts as is the lack of rain are to 
the ancient Coptic Lands of Ethiopia? 

What I have come to conclude is that, as with the rains and 
where they fall or not, it cannot be personally controlled by the 
action(s) of any mere mortal being as we all belong to God or 
nature (nature for those who have such a problem addressing 
God directly as he as an unlisted e-mail address on G-Mail)... 
And neither of us can properly end a relationship my friend!. 
Terrible as the potentialities of the first use of our emotional, 
atomic bombs; we must not waste time in deprecating its use as 
a means to quickly resolve and restore proper order to the 


known universe in a rationally explainable, drawn from a 
quantum theory of explaining the end. 

Instead, let us be more determined that we, in the presence of 
the universe’s essence, try to properly deal with the need to 
acquiring a proper introduction to and take, at least, a moment 
getting to know our true Selves. 

We must stand as official advocates, noble trial lawyers and as a 
open-minded jury for politely, the open deprecation of this 
conversation and its seemingly endless usage of random, little- 
to-lose, “nothing to see here - keep it moving” facts and images. 
Stop, my little friends, let us consider my request and ponder 
with me for at least, one last time, can you see that not all 
realities are quickly obvious or clear to plain sight when you see 
them through the cloudy haze of life’s smothering sot...can you 
admit that even as a rather odd distraction, it was and is rather a 
seemingly more difficult task to come close to an rational grip, 
out here in the detritus, to being able to say with truth and 
conviction of... "We may not be as good as you remember us..." 


Our open, overt attempts at primordial intimacy, 
Should had taught us well, 
Being a lesson that we should have well learned, 

You might have truly seen and could have richly imagined, 
As it was always there, it was never hidden, it was openly implied, 
We always did said, with such a sad, drone whisper of a voice, 
There was that much added touch, 

Photographs of helplessness portrayed, 

Entire photo books full of self-betrayal being exposed, 

As each day faded away 
Off into yet, 

Another blighted and vengeful night time rout, 

We swore that each of us would, 

That we shall be expected to do at least this much, 

Yes, we swore to do it, do it with an outwards gush of glee, 
Truth was that it was, it was all as it seemed, 

While it was each of our personal charges, 
Understanding its purpose so clearly, we both readily agreed, 
All things do change and not necessarily for the better, 
There was the dire need to, to purge the urge to not heed, 
A gnawing fear that it would devour us, greedily, 


But, the unspoken question that none dared to speak, was, could we? 
We always joked, about there was real need(s) and then, 
There was the perceived need(s), 

We knew, that we needed to come into this venture, prepared. 
Yet, in the very end, at the end of the Winter’s Long March, 
Never had the idea of preparing, it had not, never, was it in our cards. 
It could never be - as we each dealt underhanded from a deck of 51. 
Yet, now, in the wonders of retrospect drawn from my ever growing 
skill set as an official, Monday morning quarterback, 

Too much, too little as there was no time later in the conversation, 
We had simply elected to have it remain, lost and forgotten, left 
overnight in a bus station locker, with the key lost to the laundry, 
Or was it only, could it be,? Like our Guru James always said, 


“You had for so long, taken it all for granted? 
So little thought was really ever given to the need, 
As life had a way of seeming, 

OH, it is always so... 

Life and living it, it is always, much too short, 
As time was a ticking and we grew older.” 


Or...was it only, was it just, merely, a happy and agreed convenience? 
Were we lazy? Lack the courage? More than likely that’s the bare truth! 
Maybe, down there deep, we cared more than we pretended not to? 
While that might, now, ring clear 
Even if it now holds some ragged shred, even a kernel of the real truth, 
It rather seems pointless to sit here and paine away , at least to me, 

I can’t speak for you... 

It was so hard to put this into our list, our play list of urgent priorities, 
Even harder, if not impossible, it seemed a mission of forlorn, 
Giving proper weight to this notion and propagating it into true action. 
It was, as we always had reckoned that it would be 
But, we were stuck in this fluid, liquid motion, 

Devoting all our energies towards standing in place. 

Out through, there were so many, countless nights, 
Blundering in a trumpet of echoing, hollow sounds, mismatched 
footsteps, mixing, blending like a thick, spicy, a rich gumbo soup, stirred 
gently into the chorused reeds that whispered of the late evening’s 
approaching fog, 

I swore to those ancient, long dead and almost forgotten, all of them old 
time parish’s saints, Statues tucked and hidden away, hidden from all 
them main stream tourists, 


Away from them non-believers and the aggressive, young thugs and 
them graffiti taggers. 
Openly, I do confess that, I swore to these old saints, 


“Never shall I forget...But, I may be able to forgive.” 


Never forget all of those long nights 
Spent in ritual sulking, falling down a deep, drunken squawker, 
Never forget the eerie sound of our boot heels clicking, 
As we hurried down the boulevard’s cracked and aging pavement, 
Never forget being locked into your need of some fancy, 

A free waltz, and an open bar with sandwich spread platters. 
Never forget each night’s easy to follow promenade, always off on a new 
adventure of a lifetime. 

a Will try to forgive stocking people down, seeking them out, helping you, 
si out there searching for yet another new, and your next helpless victims. 

Will try to forgive your gluten need for, 
Tracking new each of those new faces down, 
Weighing each face’s merits, 

Which to select? Which would you have to face? 


Lost in the drunk, the mad mumblings of your worse social retorts and 
fashionable rebuts, that you would then shower upon each of these 
helpless, these unwitting victims that we so picked at random. 
Will try to forgive with what glee and rapture that these hurtful, the 
cascade of verbal and drunken emotional insults...that so sharply rolled 
off your tongue and cut so deep, deep into the unprepared soul’s self- 
worth. 

Nightly, I walked all of the streets and dark alleyways with you, 
Following you so faithfully there to each parrot bar and dive taverns, 
We stood together as a united force of evil, knowing that we had 
the other’s back, we approached, always, shoulder-to-shoulder, 
Mano-o-mano, standing there, out in the open door of the bar. 
Enjoying the views, watching you with a warped, 

And equally, my misguided sense of dark, Orleans’s Humor, 
Watching with anticipation while you selected your social victims 
before we would battle our way back out the door and 
swiftly retreat down the narrow back alleys of the old French Quarter. 
Out through the chilly sting of the near morning mist, 
Running away from the glowing light under the humidity ringed, 
gas, Street lights, hiding down in the dark, side street 


shadows as the parish police search for you, a criminal, in vain. 
Out on them moonlit night, long, deep into the late evening, 
traveling all of them back alleys back to our bedding. 
Many a time, most of the time, now that I truly think about it, 
we never seemed to arrive back home early, 
It was usually long after, the moon had long gave heed, 
Gave in to the approaching dawn and left for her home 
And I am sure, a rather comfortable and warm bedding. 
It was, surly is, it was usually a very long time gone into the early 
morning before we made time for our sleep. 
Drifting off to sleep, I always recall how we eagerly exchanging views, 
so freely lost in their verse, 
It was sorely a historical romance! 
! Romance exercised with a quick wink, a whimsical smile, 
® ‘ while we closely chased away all those random tears... 
) N We were by no means in accord with how this was to expire and thus 
our seemingly endless conversation on the need to for any of this and 
how we must be prepared to resolve the end when it came to knock. 


Still in our open, overt attempts at primordial intimacy, 
Throughout all and each of those many a long night, 
We pleaded with each other and finally to ourselves, 

the need to prep ourselves for the coming change. 
Three years elapsed after our first acquaintance, 

We were in the better sense of which! have no word to say other than 
to attempt to illustrate as a portrayal of our, inner nature, them natural 
characters that we so freely played, 

In a nearly not recalled anecdote that I had once overheard in some 
drunk, dive bar, from persons whom I had never met, but, whom 
seemed to know, spoken from deep in their heart, I could tell! 

It was constructed deep in an elaborate plot of drama drawn from an 
incident of which I played no part but, which I do remember because it 
touched me deep down... 


“Inordinately grave for several days, the inevitably ends with 
uncomplaining patience...divining and served up as the sad truth, 
offered up in Sunday morning, grave side, in a preacher’s serum, 
figuring in, all the long lost tales, lustful adventures, 
closing out with the undertaker coming, in one guise or another, 


Into this world, He came and truly lived large, 
spending his life, 
immersed himself only with the pleasures of the body 
and only at the very end, 
Did he find the actual merit in asking... 
No! 
At the very end, 
He was begging the Master 
for his patience and asking for his forgivings... 
And then he started adding, 
He said, 
Well while I’m at it, I could use, and he did plainly ask for, 


fora 

free day pass...to heaven, 

A get out of jail free card, 
But, 

before he could soulfully, hintingly ask 
for the five hundred dollars for passing “GO’, 
That old fool, 
He just up and died!” 
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I nodded over to his comment and stopped for more than 
several fleeing, brief moments to let the Cuban Rum settle in 
my system before I even tried to weigh in on the conversation 
as I feared that I was the mental lightweight in this 
conversation and the last thing that I wanted to do, sitting here 
in the corner table of this darkly lit, parrot bar and being (I had 
already calculated) far too many steps away from the safety of 
the doorway; it was worth those moments to clear my mind 
and to make a final, a quick recon of the surrounding room and 
surveying the open space laying between me and those slightly 
opened bar doors and to be terrifyingly, brutally honest, it 
didn't look very promising and I quickly concluded that my 
chances were less than one ina hundred of getting out of here 
in one piece. 


So I merely nodded again, looked directly at the biggest of the 
three brutes surrounding me, I stared them down and merely 
Said: 
"Yip! 
That there was an excellent point...my friend! 
One that I so hope to share 
With my buddies back at the base... 
Care for another beer, bubba?“ 


That was my first taste of being an occupying force residual 
and regrettably, it would not be the last time that I would ran 
afoul of the local bully boys before we were efficiency evicted 
out these favelas and back to the safety of the neighboring 
country...any country...please! 

When someone said, I think half-jokingly, 

“Why not go to Thailand?” 


Interesting! 

Never been there, buddy! 

But, I heard some interesting things about the country as in 
those bygone days, it was, like it was the Wild West, especially 
up in the far north and who is that crazy warlord up there in 
that Northern Triangle? 

Then, the guy who was stuck in a loop with his non-stop, 
painful and continuous repeating the phrase of “Why not 
Thailand?” now, in, almost, a rhythmic, chanted mantra that 
immediately got on my nerves and if I had not known that he 
was drunker than me, I would have been forced to beat him 
into a semi-conscience, bloody pulp...sliced and diced him up 
and shipped him back home to his mother by UPS. 

As he was and seeing that he had, in little stretching the truth 
by that much, to say that he saved my life when the big, 
ugly...did I say that this guy was huge...that is like very big? 


That giant of a local bully boy and so it seems, a rather jealous 
husband, came into the parrot bar and confronted me about 
the quality time that I had offered the above mentioned wife; 
then, everything went sideways and I was stranded a good 
hundred feet from the freedom of the slightly opened doors of 
the barely lit parrot bar; when this chanting fool got in- 
between me and the monster of hurt that was wanting to see 
my last breathe, along with two of his other buddies who I 
truly hoping were there to only watch. 

Instead my bubby...this fool now chanting “Why not Thailand?” 
took a stand and told the monster in his very fluent Favela 
Spanish that his friends had lied to him and it had been both of 
them that he had seen over there at the pool table with his 
young bride...the other night. 

You can imagine, the initial disbelief and then the angry words 
that erupted and then the whole scene denigrated into a very 
nasty and rather bloody, a three way knife 


fight and that’s about all that I remember seeing as my buddy 
grabbed my arm and with his kind assistance, we beat an 
urgently, swift retreat towards the safety of the beckoning 
street and the crowded sidewalks of an early Saturday Night 
here in Hicksville... 

Sad...but, that’s mostly all that I can remember now about our 
temporary assignment in the Favelas of Panama City... 

When was that Bubba? 

Weren't we there in 1990-1? 

No! 

It must have been early 1992 because Carl hadn't joined us yet 
from the Gulf. 

So...] will not kill my savior, at least, I won't be killing him 
tonight even though that stupid chanting was frying my last 
good nerve! 

The next morning, all that I was properly remembering, was 
that stupid chant, not sure if my head hurt for other reasons or 


was it, that stupid chant was, like, etched directly on my brain 
stem and I started to ask myself, from mid-morning on: 

“Why NOT Thailand?” 

We all needed a new assignment, collectively and I would 
imagine, individually, if any of us were to be truthful. 

It had been a long haul and by the end, we were reduced to 
scraping ourselves off the bottom of our own boot soles, slowing 
dissolving back into the muck from which we came, for the past 
several years, too many missions and not enough peace. 

Most of our stories are what they call in the movies as 
“Classified” although, I will be free to share them with you in 
another thirty-years or so... 

Well, if you have a subpoena... 

I guess that I can share a little with the jury, your honor sir. 

Just trust me when I tell you that we needed an easy gig and 
some better R & R than we experienced down there in Panama. 
I know you are asking as to what was so special about this 
country Thailand and to be truthful, at that point in time that 


that only thing that came to mind was that Tom Hanks movie 
about the Peace Corps in Thailand...a very funny movie as | 
recall! 

Talked up the Colonel and what’s his name? 

You remember, that preppy little twit with the big Texas belt 
buckle...you know...the one with them fancy boots... 

Yea him! 

Remember, he was the one who was always coming around 
spouting out about 

“Heidy-Hi-ho there Bubba! I am with the C...I...A!” 

Remember him always bragging about “now that the Boss is in 
the White House...the gloves are off...the gloves are off...Let me 
tell you...Bubba!” 

Anyway, remember how that simple idiot of a fool’s son was so 
super easy to sidetrack and if I had a peso for every time we 
pulled that “Contra” excuse on him and another for each time he 
bought into it and remember, how he would just go stone quiet 
on you...once the word “Contra” came up in any conversation? 


Never a challenge after using that magic word? 

Never a complaint, it never followed that golden “Contra” excuse 
only dead air silence. 

If I had been charging, even at that rate, I would have been long 
time retired and living a good life up on some nice little beach 
front...just me...my Cuban cigars and that lighter fluid that the 
Cembalos calls rum... 

Yip! 

I would have been long time and seriously gone... 

Disappear without a trace. 

Well...friends! 

Compadres! 

Bambinos! 

We got the gig and after a short stop in Hong Kong to visit...and 
stock up...get our shots...hang out in a few dive bars...you 
know...the usual shit! 

Yea! 


We are all off the see Miss Jones...that girl from the British 
Council and then, we will be going in separately into Northern 
Thailand and we will all met up at this place called Chaing 
San...it’s on your program map. 

It’s way up there on that Mekong River and I am told that from 
there, you have a lovely view across the river over into 
beautiful...always sunny and with all them lefties, all with them 
big, smiling, commie faces awaiting to slaughter us but good if we 
would be so stupid as to swim the river...from sandbar to 
sandbar, over into Laos. 

Think it’s, still called, officially it’s the People’s Republic of 
something or other...or so I have been told. 

The assignment...gentlemen! 

Yes...like they say on that old TV Show... 

“Your assignment...if you choose to accept it...” 

Our assignment is this real cakewalk gig...get this...we are to be 
military advisors to that crazy old kook...that Warlord that we 
were talking about... 


..seeing that them boys in D.C. seem so convinced that the self- 
made Colonel...that he is some kind of anti-commie savior...the 
real second-coming, and it is our duty to see that he gets his 
chance rain fire and brimstones...we gonna make his dream 
come true...political shit...you know the “Arlington Drill.” 

Get packing! 

Since we leave in the AM...anyone up for a little, final night of R & 
R in downtown Hooverville? 

How about that old parrot bar...the one off the square...you 
know! The one that we were at the other night... 

Yea! That's the one... 

Hey! 

I’m sure that they have cleaned up the place since then... 
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“At Day Trip Tours, we turn simple sightseeing into an 
artistic, bold adventures at a very reasonable rate...over the 
coming months we will be uploading additional samples of 
our e-travel books that are available on interactive cdr or 
dvd-r formats and that are e-book (epub, mobi, pdf) ready...” 
- Seine Lagone 


